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Not all Cats are grey by night 


by Lost_in_thoughts 


Summary 


When young Gaetan doesn't find sleep at night, he thinks about his fellow Cats. 


Notes 


New year, new character(s), it seems ;) Recently, I started to think about the Cat Witchers 


more, and I managed to come up with a little something. Maybe (hopefully), there'll be more 
in the future. 


I wish all of you a happy and healthy 2023! 


The nights the caravan went on were the worst. The squeaking of the wheels was the most 
annoying sound in the world; the vibrations of the floorboards made every single hit he had 
collected in training that day hurt. Every time they hit a pot-hole the pain got so intense he 
had to take a deep breath and count to ten or he would have jumped up and punched the 
fucking coachman. 


It didn’t help that the waggon was terribly overcrowded. With seventeen aspirants, the floor 
didn’t provide enough space for everyone. So Farid’eh, one of their mentors, had come up 
with the idea to hang up hammocks. 


Fucking hammocks! 


Gaetan was glad he had been able to keep his place in the far right corner; his back against 
the wall, he could see everything that was going on. That didn’t solve all of his problems, 
though: with so many people in such a small space, it never got quiet. Especially not at night. 
There was snoring, someone talking in their sleep, and he could hear a few of the younger 
children quietly sobbing into their pillows. And on some nights, there was the unmistakable 
sound of at least one of the older boys jerking off. Luckily, tonight he was at least spared that. 
Still, sleeping was hard with all these sounds surrounding him. 


He knew that the heightened hearing that came with the Grasses was necessary for fighting 
monsters. And it would come in awfully handy if he planned to take on contracts on humans. 
But right now, his ability to hear thrice as well as a normal person was just another pain in the 
ass. He fumbled with the cloak he had put under his head and pulled it over his ear. It helped 
only a little. 


His new ability to see in the dark was something he definitely enjoyed; it was useful for both 
pranking someone in their sleep and for playing Gwent past bedtime. Right now, it allowed 
him to watch his fellow students. Out of the sixteen, he really got along with only five of 
them. That didn’t seem a lot, but was typical for his school. Quite a few of the grown-up 
witchers barely tolerated each other, and sometimes acted on their hostility. Usually, it ended 
with a cracked lip or a broken nose, but sometimes it got a little more brutal. This way or 
that, the aspirant on cleaning duty always cursed about the amount of blood they had to scrub 
away. 


Gaetan shook his head. He didn’t want to think about the adults now. Adults were assholes, it 
was that simple. His own father had given him to a witcher who had come through their 
village. Because four children were one too many to feed, obviously. Well, it could’ve been 
worse. He could’ve given away Gaetan’s little sister to a whorehouse instead. In the end, the 
caravan was even a little bit better than his home. At least he got something to eat each day, 
even if it was only cabbage. 


He sighed. He had let his mind wander, once again. That wasn’t good. A witcher had to be 
focused at all times, otherwise he’d be dead very soon. Taking a deep breath, he concentrated 
on the boy on the bedroll next to him, Joél. 


He was five years old and it was only his second winter at the school. Guxart, the 
grandmaster, had won him in a game of dice poker. Gaetan still wondered what kind of prize 
that was, but if his father had been willing to gamble him away, he was better off with the 
Cats anyway. He was nice, but a little annoying. Often, he followed Gaetan like a shadow. 
Usually, he tried to give Joél little tasks so he could go on about his day without him tied to 
his swordbelt, such as collecting pebbles and counting them afterwards. Irritatingly, those 
fucking pebbles seemed to get anywhere — the floorboards of their waggon, the bedrolls, 
fuck, even Gaetan’s boots. But he couldn’t be mad at Joél, he was only a child. And the world 
—and some of the adult Cat witchers, too — was horrible enough without Gaetan yelling at 
Joél. Nobody knew which of the younger children would survive the Grasses; the mages 
seemed to have fun changing the formula for every single cohort. So the children and 
younger witchers had made a pact they didn’t talk about to anyone: No matter if they got 
along or not, they would look out for each other as best as they could. 


Of course, there were always some assholes who were so downright cruel they searched 
every possibility to rile the younger ones, to take away their things, bully them, hit them. And 
some of the grown-up witchers encouraged them. Brehen, for example. Brehen was the worst 
of all. He was unpredictable, and if he had one of his infamous outbursts, you better hid 
away. But even if he had one of his good days, he liked to rile and harass. Gaetan wondered 
why Guxart hadn’t kicked him out yet. Maybe he thought since the School of the Cat was a 
place where outsiders could find a home, you had to tolerate a little scum every now and 
then. 


Kiyan, the boy lying to Joél’s right, suspected that their Grandmaster was simply afraid of 
Brehen murdering him in his sleep. Gaetan didn’t know if he would go as far as that, but in 
every knife-fighting lesson he gave, you could see pure bloodlust in Brehen’s eyes. People 
like him had earned the school its bad reputation. But Brehen wasn’t crazy. Not at all. He was 
just a bad person. And Gaetan didn’t want to think about him now, because the last thing he 
needed if he finally fell asleep were nightmares of this sadistic asshole. 


So, he concentrated on Kiyan’s features, relaxed in his sleep. He was one of the elvish 
children born in the caravan, destined to become a witcher or die trying. It didn’t make a 
difference for an elf how their children died, he supposed, one of the healers had told him that 
their race had been doomed once humans had inhabited the continent one way or another. He 
hoped that Kiyan would make it through the trials, though. He liked the boy, he was quiet and 
clever. Even without heightened senses, he was one of the best lock-pickers of the whole 
school, earning him the respect of even the adult witchers. And he was more than willing to 
share his knowledge with Gaetan. On their last stop in Rinde, he had used one of the 
techniques Kiyan had shown him to open a chest on a merchant’s cart. He had gone back to 
the caravan with a smug grin on his face, his pockets full of silver and ore. Ferenc, their 
blacksmith, had been delighted about the loot. The soft rabbit skin Gaetan had also found he 
had brought to their waggon, hidden under his shirt. By day, he kept it under his bedroll, by 
night he used it as an additional blanket. He hoped that nobody would steal it. 


Lilesha, a half-elf one cohort under his own, had taken the hammock at the far end of the 
waggon. 


Because of her jet-black hair and her cheekiness, Guxart had named her the caravan’s crow, a 
nickname most had picked up in no time. She took great pride in her moniker and thought 
about new tricks to play on the adults in every free minute. She was one of the most clever 
aspirants, too. It was easy for her to remember every monster and its specifics they learned 
about in their theory lessons. Whenever she found a bit of paper, she asked Ferenc for coal, a 
request he always obliged, and drew monsters. She gave the sketches to her fellow students. 
By now, everyone had at least five drawings. Gaetan kept his along with his fur under his 
bedroll. Lilesha was also talented when it came to drawing people, or caricatures of them. 
One time, she had drawn Farid’eh with a huge nose, fangs and a lunatic stare. As she had 
given the picture to Guxart, he had laughed until tears had welled up in the corners of his 
eyes. The throwing knife Lilesha had gotten as a reward for the picture was her most prized 
possession up to this day, and she wore it on a leather sheath around her thigh at all times. 


As he let his gaze wander around further, he noticed a yellow eye staring back at him. 
Schrédinger. One of Gaetan’s cohort and one of the biggest mysteries the whole school had to 
offer. Nobody knew their backstory, they had just popped up one day. Nobody even knew if 
Schrédinger was a boy or a girl. They always said it didn’t matter. They also came and went 
as they pleased, and nobody batted an eye about it, not even if they didn’t see them for 
several days in a row. They didn’t talk much, either. At least not with words. They were one 
of the best when it came to sign language. Besides Elder and Common, it was the third 
language a Cat witcher had to learn. It was useful not only for communicating at spying and 
assassination contracts if two or more of them worked together, but also for talking to each 
other in their lessons, because there were certain teachers who reacted quite unpredictably if 
they found two aspirants chatting away. 


As for Schrédinger, what they lacked in talking, they made up for in listening. No secret 
could be kept from them, and they traded information against goods, preferably honey cake 
or permission to read the few books the caravan carried at all times — bestiaries and tomes 
about alchemy and poisons. The latter wasn’t the best idea probably, but so far, Schrédinger 
hadn’t killed anybody, so the adults didn’t seem too worried. Gaetan was sure that they could 
become the best spy on the Continent if they wanted to. When he had asked them, 
Schrédinger had only shrugged and said that they couldn’t say for sure. Obviously, they 
couldn’t make a binding statement to save their life. On the other hand, they were always 
there if Gaetan or one of the other aspirants needed help, and they never asked for something 
in return, always telling them that maybe, one day they would need them to return the favour, 
but not today. Before their Grasses, half of the mentors had bet that Schrédinger wouldn’t 
survive. Luckily, they had been wrong. Apart from one of his eyes having not taken on the 
mutations, they had come out of it just fine. And there were worse things than having one 
yellow and one dark-brown eye, Gaetan supposed. At least, that wasn’t the strangest thing 
about Schrédinger. 


The other boy in their cohort that had survived the Grasses and wasn’t an absolute asshole, 
lay in the hammock directly above Gaetan’s bedroll, his long legs hanging out to either side. 
Aiden. Being abandoned by his mother when she had married a man who didn’t want to raise 
“elven scum“, he had spent his days in an orphanage until the caravan took him in when he 
was about six years old. Gaetan had been the one to show him around, and Aiden had insisted 
they become friends. Up to this day, Gaetan didn’t know why Aiden had chosen him. Unlike 
him, the other boy was easy-going, good-hearted and full of energy. He loved taking care of 


the younger children and was alarmingly good at throwing knives. He also found the 
tightrope lessons fun, and if you asked Gaetan, that was one of the maddest things one of the 
Cats had ever said. 


But Aiden also managed to make Gaetan laugh, he had to give him that. And he was loyal to 
him. One day, that would probably be Aiden’s downfall. This or his stupid belief that there 
was something good in this world. How Aiden of all people, who was an outcast to most 
simply for the fact he was a half-elf and who had seen so many shitty things before and after 
coming to the caravan, could think that, was utterly beyond Gaetan. Maybe he had a certain 
kind of brain damage. Whatever. It could be worse. He preferred a gullible friend over a 
deliberately cruel one any day. And there were things Gaetan was better at than Aiden, that 
was some kind of relief, too. Signs and swimming, for example. Aiden wouldn’t drown if you 
threw him into the sea, of course not, but he preferred a puddle to open water. 


Rubbing his eyes, Gaetan snorted. Instead of counting sheep, he counted the ragtag bunch of 
strays he belonged to. But if it helped with eventually finding some sleep, it maybe wasn’t 
such a bad idea. 
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